The room was very tidy by now. The big trunks had
been sent ahead to the boat and only two neatly packed
suitcases waited, gaping for the last pieces to be put in.
Bhakaroff still wore the breeches and high boots of the
third act. Something seemed to disturb him and he frowned
in his sleep. The tap in the corner was dripping, plop, plop,
plop. It had been dripping all the years Slickum had known
this dressing-room. He went over and tried to screw it
tight but it went on dripping. The door opened noise-
lessly and Sybil slipped in. She tiptoed over to the
couch, scrutinized Bhakaroff's face and turned her ques-
tioning glance towards Slickum. He nodded consolingly.
She tip-toed back to the door and beckoned him to come
outside.

"Is he asleep, Slickum?"
"Yes, Ma'am, sound asleep."
"What did the doctor say?"

"Doctor say let him rest some more, do him good.
Doctor say he got a bad bump, needs quiet. Maybe a little
'cussien, doctor say."

"Yes, I talked to him. Has Mr. Bhakaroff been ill again,
Slickum?"

"No, Miss Sybil, not exactly, he's been fine. Now don't
you worry 'bout him, Miss Sybil."

"It's getting too kte for the boat, isn't it?"
"Yes, Ma'am, A s'pose it is."

Sybil went back into the room. Bhakaroff had turned
his face towards the wall. He was covered with his soft
travel-coat and over the coat Slickum had spread the long,
black Spanish cape he had worn in the second act. I am
cold, Sybil, come close, lie down by me'and get me warm,
he begged. Sybil bent over him to understand his mumbling,
but it was in Russian. She put her hand on his forehead.
"He feels cold," she whispered as a shiver passed through
his body and made the cape ripple. A great fondness for

148